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No, without any question, the gentleman wasn't one of those light-fingered gentry who lure away any twenty-franc pieces you may be unlucky enough to have in your pocket. Something in his appearance told you that he was " above that." He might be dangerous; but, if so, it was in a different kind of way; and what way it was Wazemmes had no idea.
" And is it just for small bets like that your boss doesn't mind your losing any number of half-days - or pretty nearly full days, isn't it ? - because if you go to Enghien or Le Tremblay . . . What do you do in this workshop of yours ? "
" Painting."
"Oh! ... Well, in that case, of course . . ."
The gentleman studied Wazemmes again. Of course, if it was a painters' studio, there was nothing very surprising in this Bohemian way of carrying on business. Even the " boss " himself, presumably some shining light of the Fine Arts school, could not be expected to reprove except as a mere matter of form. Still, the young man had nothing of the axts student about him.
" But - what kind of painting ? "
"Fine decorating, lettering. . . . Nothing but artistic work. The shop has a reputation for it."
"Oh!   I see	"
" The oldest of us, a fellow called P£clet, is very good at it. He does landscapes, people, animals. He could show his stuff, if he, chose."
" I see.   And you're learning the trade, are you ? "
"Yes."
" Or at least you're supposed to be learning it. Because
if you spend your afternoons at the races	"
"In the morning I grind colours. I wash brushes. Sometimes even, I blend colours. It isn't often that they let an apprentice do that. You need a pretty good eye for it."
He stopped for a moment; then, with the air of a man suddenly shaking off any illusions, he went on:

